SONGS AND LYRICS

Thankt be Fortune, it hath been otherwise

Twenty times better; but once in special!,

In thin array, after a pleasant guise,

When her loose gown from her shoulders did fall,

And she me caught in her arms long and small,

Therewith all sweetly did me kiss,

And softly said, 'Dear heart, how like you this?'

It was no dream; I lay broad waking:

But all is turn'd, thorough my gentleness,
Into a strange fashion of forsaking;
And I have leave to go of her goodness]
And she also to use ncw-fanglencss.
But since that I so kindely am served,
I would fain know what sbt hath deserved.
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THE restful place, reviver of my smart,
The labours* salve, increasing my sorrow*
The body's ease, and troubler of my heartj
Quieter of mind, and my unquiet foe;
Forgetter of pain, remembering my woe;
The place of sleep wherein I do but wake,
Besprent with tears, my bed, I thee forsake I

The frosty snows may not redress my heat,
Nor yet no heat abate my fervent cold.
I know nothing to ease my pains mete:
Each cure causcth increase by twenty fold,
Renewing cares upon my sorrows old.
Such overthwart effects they do me make
Besprent with tears my bed for to forsake*

Yet helpeth it not: I find no better ease

In bed or out: this most causcth rry pain.

Where 1 do seek how best that I may please,

My lost labour, alas, is all in vain.

Yet that I gave I cannot call again;

No place from me my grief away can take;

Wherefore with tears, my bed, I thee forsake.